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Transfixed Venus stood amaz'd,
Full of the boy and love she gaz'd;
And in embraces seemed more                          40

Senseless and cold than he before.
Useless child!   In vain, said she,
You bear that fond artillery:
See here a pow'r above the slow
Weak execution of thy bow.                             45

So said, she riv'd the wood in two,
Unedged all his arrows too,
And with the string their feathers bound
To that part whence we have our wound.

See, see! the darts by which we burn'd          50

Are bright Louisa's pencils turn'd;
With which she now enliveth more
Beauties than they destroyed before.

AN ELEGY

RINCESS  KATHERINE  BORN,  CHRISTENED, BURIED IN ONE DAY

You that can aptly mix your joys with cries,

And weave white los with black elegies,

Can carol out a dirge, and in one breath

Sing to the tune either of life or death;

You that can weep the gladness of the spheres,             5

And pen a hymn, instead of ink, with tears:

Here, here your unproportion'd wit let fall

To celebrate this new-born funeral.

And greet that little greatness, which from th' womb

Dropp'd both a load to th' cradle and the tomb.          10

Bright soul, teach us to warble with what feet

Thy swathing linen and thy winding-sheet

Mourn or shout forth that font's solemnity,

Which at once buried and christ'ned thee;

And change our shriller passions with that sound,        15

First toll'd thee into th' air, then the ground.

Ah; wert thou born for this, only to call
The King and Queen guests to your burial?
To bid good night, your day not yet begun,
And show 's a setting ere a rising sun?                        20